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The m oft Lamentable T ragedie 

fbnon. And that wouldflie tor twenty then land more* 
Dcme, Come let: vs goe and pray toa b the Gods, 

For our beloueditiot'nei in her paines. 

Aron. Pray tothedemlis.tbe Gods hauegiuea vs otter, 

'trumpets found. 

Why do theEniperours trumpets Ccuriili 

Cbi. Behkcforioy the Eniperour hath alonne, (thus. 

Demetrius , Soft who comes heie. 

Enter Nurfe with a black* moore chtlde, 

( tiieJVW*. 

Nurfe, God morrow Lords. O tell me did you fee Aron 

i/fron. Well, more orlcfTe.ornerea whit atal), 

Iderc y4r»«n,a' ,d what with i/tron now, 

Nurfe. Oil genrle Aron weare alivndone, 

F3 ow helpc.or woe betide thee euermore, 
tyfrotl. Why what a ca teiwa! !mg doft thou keepc, 
fvhat daft tl ou wrap and tumble in thy arnics? 

Nur, O that which I would hide from heauens eye,. 
Out Emprefte (Fame and ft itelv Romes ddgracc, 

Slice is de’iuered Lords ftieisdelmered, 

4, Aron . Towbomc. 

Nur. I meanclhe is brought a b -d. , , r 

'Aron. V Veil god giue her good reft,what hath Heft t 

Nurfe. Adiuel. . L ' 

exf. V Vhy then Hi c is the deuils Dam ,a toy full iftue 
N. A Ioy les,di fma’ I , bla cfce, .a nd Ibrrowfull illue. 
Here is the habeas loath feme as atoade, 

Amongft the fairefaft breeders ofour clime, 

The Empreftc lends it thee, thy ftampc, thyfeaie, 

And bids thee chrifteni t with rhy daggers point. 

*A. Zounds y« whore, is blacke fo btfeahue; 
Swcctc blow c vou are a beautious bloflom c iurc. 

Dime Vilaine what haft thou dons? 

A. That which thou canft not vndoe, 

Gkir tti, Thyu halt vndone out mother. ^ 
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of Titus A ndicnicus. 

k/fron. Villaine I hauc donethy mother. 

'Deme* And therein hcl.ifli dog thou haft vndone her, 
VVocto hcrchaunce, and damdehcrloathedchoicc, 
j\ cc ui ft the offspring of fo toule a fiend. 

Chi ♦ Itfhal not lue, 
t/Zron Ir (hail not die. 

Nurfe. tArcn it mull, the m c tl k r wi!s it fo 4 
siion . What mu ft it Nurfe? then let 110 man but I* 
P c execution on my flefli and blood. 

Demct ♦ lie broach the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 
Nuricgiueit me,my fwordi hall foone di patch ir. 

zAre*. Sooncrthisfwordlhallplow thybowc s vp 3 
Stay murtherous villaines will you kill your brothers 
Now by the burning tapors of thcsiie, 
rhut (hone C) bright ly when this boy was got, 

Hedies vpon my Semirars fharpe point, 

That touches this my firft borne (onne and heiret 
J tell you yonglings,not EnceUdus, 

With all his threatmngbandoi* T’ypW/broode, 

Nor great Ala*dcs y x\ or the Codot wane, 

Shalfceaze t hiL pray out cf his fathers hands: 
VVhat,what,yee (anguine (hallow harted boic% 

Yee whitelimde wa lessee alc-hrule painted ft^nes, 
Cole-blackeisbettet than another hue. 

In that it fcorncs to bcare another hue: 

For all the water iu the Ocean, 

Canneuer turne the fwans blacke legs to white, 
Although ft ecl-methcmhowrely in the flood: 

Tc II the Emprcflc trom mee I am of age 
To keepc mine owne,excufe it how (hec can* 

Demetrius. VViltthou betray thy Nob e Miftris thug* 
Aron, My Millris is my Miftris,! his my feftc. 

The vigour, and the picture of my you h: 

This before all the world doe I preferre. 

Tins mauler all the world will 1 keepc fafe, 

' G 3 Q? 
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